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shot at us. Somewhere behind us over the glaciers and
snow fields a bagful of wind and snow was waiting to be
unloosed at the appropriate moment. Why provide that
moment? Why play straight into the enemy's hands?
" I wouldn't risk it," I said. " Better wait till they pick us
up."
But old Jock Matheson was so sure of himself and of his
purpose that he persuaded first Walker and then me. But
we compromised once more and for the last time. It was
agreed that we should wait until early the next morning.
If the weather had held and still seemed steady and if the
ship were still at her anchorage, Matheson and George
should take the pram, leaving the rest of us on the beach
with the sleeping-bags. I gave way, knowing they would go
no matter what I said.
And, having taken this decision, exhausted with argument,
we took another look at the empty sea and crept into our
burrow again. It was long past noon and nothing is so
tiring as disappointment or fruitless expectation. We
should need sleep before to-morrow. But no one slept. We
lay and thought all the more. With help so plainly near we
fell into a state of gloom deeper than ever before.
Between our own beach with its high mountains and the
headland where our deserted camp stood, given over these
ten days to the elephant seals, a long high buttress of rock,
Brimstone Point, ran out into the sea, toothed like the edge
of a saw. Its grim, pale brown cliffs, 'crumbling into loose
screes, dropped a thousand feet sheer into swirling foam, but
here and there they sent out feet into the sea which presented
to the pounding waves cliffs only a hundred feet or so in
height. On the fiat tops of these feet of rock, and on the
beaches they enclosed, myriads of penguins made a shifting
black and white multitude which deafened with its clamour
and suffocated with its stench. Up to them from the sea ran
zigzag roadways hardened by the paddling of countless